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«Maiden Rock™'

“Time and again
rock. Every boat that passes up or
down theriver containg
at bluff and think of
lled herself for love by

It i= a famous

leaping from its crest to the stony buse

THE HUBBITE AND HIS SON.

“How bi A, 18 Sulllvan,
q‘nm F:&]?I.OPI!MI him great?
Is he ns hig a8 ma's mamma—~
And onn he shy lzlnla?‘
“0), no, my son, about ss big,
I?‘I'lel. an Paddy Ryan;
Hie akill it s that makes him groat
When with bim gloves you try on.”

“His akill 8o at? 1 know his nam
Is famed in Boston elroles,

And that his dukes when clad with mitts
Resemhle shells of turkies,

But oan he knook one silly, pa,
This hero of our Hub,

Or aroe the stor;es that | rond
Bensational Aubdub?™*

*They're true, my son: he's Boston's pride,

Fame elustera round his name;
A glory almost dei
cause, you know, he's gamo.
We oan not g1l be Sullivans,
ll\iar with ln‘lﬂn “l“igp:iaw
or A Ajnx In A
Bu! whore (here's ‘sand’ thore's ‘soap.' ™
“But, pa, If | to Harvard went,
Ur even unto Yale,
Could 1 not hope to learn to &
And make the prople quall?”
“(), ves, my son. perhaps you might,
Hut botter loarn to piteh—
Good pitchers snatoh the Whyness
From the buldest-hosded Which."
—Merchant Traveler.

WINONA'S FATE.

Little Coon, Her Aged Lover, Ex-

plodes a Fiction.

If you have ever spent a winter's
night lost and alone in the forest wilds
you can appreciute my feeling of de-
spair when I found mysclf weary, be-
wildered and storm-bound in the great
woods of Canada. It was twenty years
ngo, to be sure, but the recollection of
that night is as vivid in my memory as

any cvent of yesterday,

I had spent the day in the pursait of
game, and when night began to fall
gave up the chase with the purpose of
going to the settlement. An hour of
hard trudging through the snow still
found me among the whitened trees,
confused, lost.  After fully awakening
to a realization of the situation, there

seemed to come a cold wave sweepin

through tiie great dismal forest, and
with the shudder of apprehension came
a chill that scemed to stiffen my limbs
and frost my face. The paroxysm of
tear lasted but a brief period, but the
intense cold could not be overcome by
mental action and the fact beeame for-
cibly impressed that T must keep mov-

ing or perish.

“1f T only knew which way to go,” 1

muttered to myself.

I gazed up through the leafless,
creaking branches of the tall trees to
see If the stars had appeared, but the
sky was overcast and not a twinkling
object met the anxious gaze. Night
had fully come; there was no moon,
but the darkness was not intense, The
earth being mantled with fleecy white
and the trees fringed with the same,
dark objects were visible for severnl
yards around. The trump wns re-
sumed with no idea ns to direction or
what adventures lay in my path, Per-
haps 1 wos going deeper and deeper
into the great woods and if not there
was but little hope of getting out that
night. Even "the nearest point of
egress in all probability was miles
away, and thus one wandering in the
night in a forest is liable to run a circle
instead of keeping to one point of the
compnss. I hinve noticed that right-
handed people usually cirele to the left
and vice versa, probably from the
greater muscular force of one side
reaching a little ahead of the inferior,
when not kept straight by some object-

ive point ahead,

Hunters usually carry the rifle at the
right side when in hand. on account of
ita better position for quick use and
this also influences the physical force
of that gide and inelines one te cirele
to the left. For rest the rifle is carried
upon the left shoulder, but this does
not incrense the muscular action of
that side, but diminishes it as the left|!
hand is at rest upon the butt of the gun
and the pendnlum motion of the right
carries one around to the left. Having
this theory, 1 exercised my best judg-
ment and by keeping objective points
ahead nnd bearing a trifle to the left,
in imagination at least, believe [ kept

very nearly a straight course.

What a night! The wind cut as if
filled with millions of fine nevdles, fly-
ing points foremost. and now began
crusting so as to make walking more
laborious. 1 cast about me for some
sgot which would afford shelter from
the howling tempest, but oaly the
sturdy trees, studded in the great white
blanket, could be seen. I was weary
and chilled to the bone, but dared not
stop. Hour after hour uluwH passed

y watch
told me that half of the might had
assed, but could 1 survive the other

alf? That was the question. 1 did,
of course, but it seems to me now, as it
did then, that Providence guided my

and no halt had been made.

weary steps to a safe rescue.

At the very moment when I was dis-
cussing the possibility of enduring the
cold until dawn a strange object loomed
up before me. It wasa wigwam made
or poles and closely covered with bark.
A single wigwam buried, it proved, in
the heart of the great Canada wooda.
A cloud of smoke almost s white as
the snow issued from the top. Never
was mortal more gratified. Going close
to the fur-closed doorway I cried out:

**Hello, there!™

ont sgain. The sk
muzzle of & rifle ap)

There was no ranrom and I cried
n
A

‘m'lWhh.e hunter,’’ was repeated and a

o te hunter, come in."
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below ~ All the pilots tell the sto
in of the tragic en

4
Ehln head slowly.
“I have heard the story,'’ he said
thoughtfully, *‘but none of the pale
fuces have it right.”

“How do you know?"’

“l was there at the time and do

over and over n
of the protty Inc
The old man shoo

now,
“Then is the tradition not true?"’
“The brave girl did leap from the

**You must ba very old."*

*‘Better than one hundred summors,”
he answered, rubbing his thin hand
ncross his deeply furrowed brow.
was a young brave then, on
but I have forgotten nothing.

“You say the whites do not have the
story of the girl correctly preserved, so
will you tell it to me, that I may know
the truth of the Lover's Lea

“Yes," the old Indian sa
aside his pipe.

“Winona was the daughter of a Da-
kota chief and as bright and lovely as
the fairest flower of the prairie.
of the Dakota braves loved the pretty
little squaw and so did one pale face
trader called Seco, who had a tradin

st two rifle shots below the bluff

he trader offered the chief much
money and beads for Winona, and the
chief said the squaw should go to the
tepee of Seco and be his. Winona hated
the trader and loved a young Chippewn
brave named Little Coon, and she said
in her heart if she could not
wilhhllm Chippewa she woul

*Just at that time the Dakotas and
Chippewns went to war and it was no
longer safe for Little Coon to visit the
He could not stay
away from the pretty squaw, so he
went down to Pepin lake in a canoe
covored with a tree top and by
shadows of the night.

*“Winona answered Little Coon's call
when he eried out like o little
One night she told her lover that the
1ad sold her
Chicken,” or S8eco, the trader, and that
her father had said on the next night
she must go to the tepee of the pale
She moaned
pititully and said she would throw her-
self to death from the high bluff before
she would go to the trader.
Coon asked herto flee with
she said no, for then both herself and
lover would be trailed to certain death
warriors hated the

They talked lon

home of Winona.

for the Dakota
Chippewa braves.
and laid & plan to deceive the chiof an

“Little Coon hid himself near the
bluff all the next day.
came the chief took Winona to the
teader’s post and loft her there.
squaw was sad, but said not a word to
She sat and gazed at the stars
Seco talked to her
like the cooing of a dove, but his words
touched not her heart.
und ran towards the high hill.
trader was afraid he would lose her,
for she had told that she would rather
die than be his squaw and he ran after
her, but it was like the turtle after the

for n long time.

Then she arose

“Winona went with quick feet to the
top of the bluff and Seco cried out like
the wild eat and the Dakota chief and
braves, whd were camped up there,
heard him, They ran quick.
saw them and went to the very brink
chanting the death song.
herself to the earth, wrupped her
blanket about her breast and with a
wild ery sprang out into the dark air of

*The braves drew near the p
where tho young squaw had stood and
they heard the sound of a heavy fall.
They looked down into the blacknoss,
but could ses nothing four trees deep,
but n splash of water was heard and
they knew Winona was no more. They
woent with quick feet to the Pepin lake,
but the moving water had earried the
dead squaw away forever, they said,
and (hey turned sadly back to their

**And they never found the body of
The white-haired old warrior shook

“They did not find the body because
it was not left beneath the high hill and
it never went down into the lake."

“The lover carried it away," I sug-
gested, a new thought entering my head

“It went away with Little Coon, but
he did not carry it Winona was not

The idea was absurd,
g could not descend, under full
avitation, hundredsof feet,
roken rocks, without caus-
ing instant death. The red hermit di-
vined my thoughts and he said:

I have told you that the lovers
planned to deceive the Dakotas, and
they did. Winona secreted a long,
rawhide rope under her shawl and
ped it where her lover was secreted
ak, as had been
hen darkneas came Little

oon went to the top of the blufi’ and
making a noose on one end of the lon

rope, he laid the circle at the edge o
ut the thong around a pro-
nt of stone, and lowere
e earth below, and then went
down to await the coming of Winona.
“When he heard the death song from
the young squaw’s lips, he
Winona woun
around her breast and then put the noose
sround her body under her arms, and
wns ready for the leap. A wild
rang out and Little Coon, who was a
stout young brave, held tightly
and let the little

“At the same ¢

moved and the
**A white hunter?;n in .UH woods,"'

¢
|
|
H

“Where did Winona dwell?"*
“The pretty squaw and Little Coon

lived eighty years together in this grand
forest. Ilc'I' n" led the free lifo mho
red man, and but a little time ago Wi-
nona died, leaving her old and feeble
companion alone. She died in this ver

Iodg;. and is buried benoath the pines.”

“Then vou are the companion '’
*Yes, I am Little Coon, the Chi

wa."—C. Leon Moredith, in Delroit

s
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IN COUNTY CORK.

The True Irishman the Most Approachable
of Human Belngs,

The diet of the Irishman in this part
of the country is, of course, potatoos
and milk. As he himself puts it, he
has potatoes twenty-one times a weok.
In the event of a blight, such as the
historic one, the result in certain parta
of Ireland could scarcely be less disas.
trous than at any former period. If
one may judge by the physique of its
consumers, the diet requires no recom-
mendation of the medical faculty, for
a more stalwart race it would be difi-
cult to find. In this corner of the
country so lon, "grelerrod." we
should expect to find the nataral Irish.
man, and wo cortainly found him. The
native Irish is almost universally
spoken. but at the same time the ma
jority of the younger generation speak

Suglish with'a brogue of the most ox-

uisite flavor. Here, also, we have the
?rishmun in the typical attire to which
caricaturists have accustomed us. To
the visitor from the other island, it is a
ludicrous picture to soe him in tall hat,
bluu-lnilmrccmt and knee-brecches at
work in his wretched plot, like a phi-
losopher out for a little reoreation. It
is not so much the style of his gar-
ments, however, that makes his pictur-
esqueness; it is their positively miraou-
lous raggedness. We feel that
this raggedness has quite passed
the stage of disreputability, and has
actunlly become ornamentation. But
it is, above all, the hat that fixes the at-
tention. We have often closely in-

spected it and our wonder never

ceased how, in the course of a single
life, any hat, however weather-beaten
and however brutally used, could at-
tain that pre-Adamite look. It is the
great charm of travel in Ireland that
one can become acquainted with its
people in so short a time and on such
easy terms, The Irishman is the most
approachable of human beings, and as
the very Irishman the stranger wishes

to know is in most cases his own lord
and master, intercourse is thus made
doubly easy. If in the course of a
solitury walk you should desire the
solace of a little conversation, you have

but to take your seat on one of the
turf walls that form the fences in thess
purts of the country. If you are a

smoker and produce your ‘pipc. you

will present an additional inducement.
Before you are well seated you will be

suluted with: *A fine day, sir, God be
praised!” and a careless figure will be
seen approaching with spade or pick-
axo over his shoulder. Sharing your
tobaceo with him, it will remsain with
vourself to conclude the interview.
Before ten minutes have rusod you
will have had the outlines o

history and his views on things in
general, not even excepfing his priest.
At the end of ns many hours' conver-
sation as you please he will speed you
on your way witha fervent *‘God pre-
serve you long!" and part with you as
if you had been his life-long friend.—
Chambers' Journal,

his family

——————

A MONSTER VESSEL.

Design of & Steamship Which Is to Cross

the Atlantle In Eighty Hours.
And now comes Prof, R. H. Thurston

with a paper suggesting that a ship
can be built that will cross the Atlantic
Ocean in a little less than thres and a
half days, the average speed of the new
ship being forty-seven miles per hour,

The leviathan suggested by Prof.

Thurston as the ship to cross in eighty
hours, he makes 800 feet long, 80 feet
beam, of 25 feet draught and 38,000
tons burden. To make the speed of
the Oregon, such a vessel, under a rule
of paval architecture, would require
35,000 horse power, as agninst 1‘1,000
in the smaller steamer. The law is
that to double that speed, or raise it to
40 knots, eight times the power needed
for 20 knots would be required; hat in-
asmuch as the law of resistance mes
much more favorable at these higher
rates of speed, Prof. Thurston fixes the
limit of the probable power required at
250,000 horse power.

The weight of the steam machine

for the new ship he estimates at 7,

tons, or the totaltonnage of the Oregon,
and the consumption of coal at 175 tons
an hour, 3,200 tons a day, or 10,500
for the vo;

{ngﬂ. The weight of fuel
and machinory would therefore be
18,000 tons. Allow 12,000 tons, or,

according to the present construction,
about one-third of the total displace-
ment, for the weight of the hull, and
8,000 tons would be left for passengers,
crew and eargo.—Goodall's Sun.

— -l ———

ENTIRELY TOO LATE.

A Detrolt Micawber Whoe Walted Too

Long Before Turaing Up Something.
There was an exultant smile on his

face s he walked into the office of &
well-known capitalist, and there was a
proud ring in his voice as he sald:

“For twenty years I have lived from

hand to mouth, waiting for something
to turn up. It hasfinallycame. I have
made a discovery whieh, if mwﬂl

back it with a few hundred dol

give us both fortunes."

*‘State your case."
“Well, sir, I have discovered that

banans peelings can be utilized for all
klndlnrhhsl

le jellies. A k of old
lings can be made to bring forth
welve tumblers of the finest currant

fell, and the profit is —"

“Hold on right there,’" interrupted
the ; ‘'you mre t two years
too A e in Ci not only
disoovered

But—'
“It's nouss. I'd like to see you get

along, but you must drop that. Don't
dﬁnnﬂ.ul.hmm. Perhaps you

be

FOR SUNDAY READING.

GOD'S MESSENGER.

Death, thou art a bold,
arselean, oruel, oold !
griefs unnum tears untold,
Thy deeds have sot & ng.

Ko aponk onr hopes not so1
bocier : worie theh tk
ves

this bolow
hem more light, more truth to know—
ﬁum glowing.

&Sum truth wit

wuhmlof loved ones in the dust
e Iny, not merely that we mu
t with a sense of porfect trus
at this 18 not life’'s sudlog.

Within the tomb the Baviour lay

Tiil dawned HO bioased Enster aav,

W hen forth He rose to live for aye,
The bonds sepulchral ronding.

wo.nd that we may rise;

al.:e day, uﬁ moment a:{l fllon

But orings us nearer to the skies,
Unto iife immortal

Bweet In God's sigte, the doath of sainta

And those for whom our spirit faint

Whose loss we mourn with sad compialots,
Have entored Home's bright

And in that H rrnnlur bright,
ﬁdrr:mh vm n rich delight.
luxolm-. in that knows no night,
nd never-fading pleasure.

The very dust they left behind,

leéu‘vhln& we to dust \

Bhall Gnd's wu beur In mind,
A procious, {reasure,

ntil the trump, the clouds shall rend,
11l Christ shall in His might descond,
Till faith In full froition end,
And death in resurrcction.

Then, fairer far than o'er before,

And to our hearts the grave
These objects of affection.

Bo speak nur hopes, and ‘mid our toars,
Athwart the eloud the bow nppoars,
And we dispel our foolish fears,

Our faith our songs Inspiring. -

80, Death, thou art no monstor cold,®
No tyrant stern, romorseless, bold;
God’s mossengor, thou dost Infold
Our loved in Heaven's sttird
tobert M, Ufford,

B s —

International Sunday-School Lessons.

ND QUARTE

RECO! n
June Z7—Revicew, Borvice of Bong; Mission-
ar:, Temporance of other Lesson selected

i ml';'umn ARTER,
July 4=Jesus and m:‘imna
Al .oy evneneeessisses.golin Bi1A7
July 11=Jesus the G
..John 10:118

ephort o uevaiinins
uly 18—The ﬁ’:‘lﬂl of Lazarus,..John 11:1-16

uly 25—The Hesurrectio
of rus .
Aug. 1—Jesus Hopored

ighn

Aug. 8—=Gontiles Becking Jesus. John 12:20-36
Teachl .

.. John 180T

Aug. l.b-Jeml.ll?' ng H
m S TE LI
Aug. ﬂ—\'rurm{m to Judas and

.....John 18:21-88

OUOT . o cngssatrnsnis
Aug. M=Joesus Comforting His

Disciples...............John WL
esun the True Vioe....John 16:1-18

PIFIt. ..o iiieannanesio JORD  M0:620

Bept. 10—Jesus Intorceding.... .. John 17:1-28
4 ev f Song; Misslon-
ary, Temperanos or other E.ouon sulected by

Bept. B—J
Bept I.I-Tge =imrm of the

Bepl, 3—HReview., Bervice

the school

- ———r—
THE VOICE WITHIN.,

_—

The Spiritusl] Sensea Shonld Be Kept Free

from Evil Acts and Influences.

“"He is governed by his conseience,
snd his conscience by the Divine Spirit,
and so he walks with God," was the
pleture that one gave of a lifo that was
fruitful in good. ‘*He hath life that we
do not see. and hears a voice that we
do not hear. The influences that make
him what he is are from within and

from above."

John Woolman walted for this Heav-
enly voice to guide him in every act
of his life, even in the oholce of his
clothes and his food and in his daily

work.

We are apt to smile at this trusting
faith as childlike. But wus it less wise
than the modern habit of thought
which makes of the world orly a place
for food, clothes and work, and never
hears, beyond and above all, the

Heavenly Call.
In the unpublished annals of

* Friends' muctln?." held near the

phia & century and
a8 half ago, we find the remarkable
story of Jane ——, the daughter of n
farmer in Kent, who emigrated to this
country with some of her kinsfolk, and
remained with them for a year as dairy-
maid. She ‘““was of a gloomy and
thoughtful spirit,” and was d fied
with her place in life. One day, with
some other young people, she went to
the little country meeting-house where
the Quakers asscmbled, chiefly from
ouriosity and a wish for amusement. It
was a quiet morning in June. No one
was moved tospeak,and after two hours'

village of Philade

silent session the Friends dis

Among them was an old Quaker and
his wife, who were eminent for their
zeal and godly spirit. The English
girl, we are told, looked at them
steadfastly, and was moved of the
ﬁﬂloritto join herself to them. They
were drawn to observe her, and
“were strangely tendered towards
her." Outside of the house she went
to them, and they, icselh:%l that they
er come Lo

were moved bEhGOd' bade
their house, @ re

ing many souls to God.

bert Barrow, another mker

teacher of the Indians, whi

Jamaica heard one day im his soul
a silent volce bidding him take up this
work, and ‘‘though an man and
feeble, was not disobedient to the
Heavenly Call," but gave his life to the

work.

There is spiritual hearing as well as
spiritual seeing, and both may be lost
by evil acts and influences. moth-
er of John and-Charles Wesley under-
stood this primciple clearly. “‘Would

ou judge of the lawfulness or anlaw-
ness of pleasure,’ she wrote to Joha
Wesley while he was a student, “‘take
this for your rule: Whatever impairs
the tanderness of your econscience and
takes away your relish of spiritual
things, to you is wrong, however

im‘moent it may be in itself.

in h.“..i'. Observer,

o eeeJobin 11:1744
18:1-18

mained with them | Pray
for f::lll‘ months, and after ﬁmﬁl:::e
moved to out to carry the

to the Indians, ‘‘journ up and
down the coast as far ag Florida among
the wild tribes for forty years, bring-

exempt it from blame

for their course. It commands ws to
labor for, help, 1 with,
suffur for and save other. No

ove sym

e o Souetandy o Iprsiay
others so a an ve
as the Bible doea,

It any thing more were needed to
show the supreme absurdity of the nc-
cusation the Christian nllﬁon Is
selfish, it is that we are taught that we
can only be saved ourselves by labor-
lng:‘o save c:thenl. l’:il that we are
saved from sin only in proportion aa
wo are saved from selfishnesa. One ob-
ect of our salvation is that we may be

tted to win men to Christ. We are
blessed that we may be a blessing to
others. “Freely ye have ved,
freely give." o saved soul becomes
a blessing by the power of hisexample.
He s a living witness of the power of
Christ. HapJ? in the love of God and
in assurance ardon, the Christian’a
strongest 1mp is to lead othersto
the same experience. He ean retain
the experience of salvation that en-
riches his life only by making ita bless-
ing to others. e Iaw of his spiritual

‘| life is that he shall receive

grace to use
for God's Elo . and shall be ministered
unto by the Divine spirit only as he
miniaters to others. “He that water-
eth shall be watered himself.” Spiritual
loanness and apostasy are sure to result
from disobedience to this law. In other
words, be that endeavors to be aselfish
Christian ceascs to be a Christian,

Thus all the manifoid ministrations
of the Bpirit to believers are intended
to be a blessing to others. Not one is
to be selfishly a| ﬂ:rl&ml by or lim-
ited to the individual recipient. Paul
tenches that Divine comfort in sorrow
is Iﬁlwn that we may comfort others:
s‘Bleswed be the 'God of all comfort,
who comforteth us in all our tribula-
tions, that we may be able to comfort
them which ave in any trouble by the
comfort wherowith we ourselves are
comforted of God.” No man can con-
sciously recelve comfort from God
without percelving that it is meant for
others as well as himself. If he is not
sare that any mercy comes to him from
God, if the recovery of hia health, or
the saving of his fortune seems to him
to be merely a plece of good luck, then
he may be meanly and miserably selfish
about it. If he recognizes God as the
%\'ar of his blessings, he will sea that
they are too great for him to keep to
himself, and that they must be meant
for a circle wider than his little life,
The Joy of his Divine comfort will
overflow him and bless others.

There is no Christian excellence at-
tainable except Ish_y devotion to the wel-
fare of men. Christian perfection is
not a negative che It is not mersl
freedom from low temptations. It is
positive, aggressive, self-forgetful, self-
sacrificing devotion to the welfure of
our fellow-men; a constant, {t’)yful ef-
fort, inspired and sustained by the in-
dwelling, constraining love of Christ
to make our lives a blessing to hnman-
ity. Phillips Brooks says: *‘No man has
come to true greatness who has notfelt
in some degree that his life belongs to
his race, and that what God gives him
He gives him for mankind. The truth
is, we are at our best when we try to
be it not for ourselves alone, but for
our brethren; and that we take God's
gifts most completely for ourselves
when we realize that He sends them to
us for the henefit of other men."—N.
W. Christian ddvocale,

PRAYER.

It Rendors AMiletion Less Grievous aad
Mukes Joy More Pure.

When you have prayed, does not
your heart feel lighter, your soul more
content? Prayer renders affiiction lesa
gricvous, makes joy more pure. It
gives to the one fortitude; to the other
8 oeclestial perfume. What are you
doing in the world? And have you
nothing to ask of Him who has placed
vou here? You are a traveler who
seeks His country. Do not walk with
head bowed down. Raise your eyes
Heaven'ward that you may see the way.
Heaven is your home; and when you
look above, do you return no thanks?
Have you no n[:;t.ltkm to make, or do
you ever rem mutef It has been
said: *“Of what good is prayer? God
is too high above us to listen to such
worthloss creatures!” And who, then,
has, made these worthless creaturesP
Who has given® them foeling thought
and speech, if not GodP? And if
has been so good toward them, war .
to forvake them afterward, and rep.ise
them far from Him? Truly, he who | V'
says this in his heart, that szduphu

works, he blasphemes God.

Others have said: “Of what good is
er? Does not God know better
than we of what things we have need P"
Yes! God knows better than we of
necessities, for God is Himself our own
first need, and pu{:r to God ia the be-
flnnlni of love our heart. The
athor knows the needs of his child.
For that reason should the son never
return, by word or sction, gratitude
to his kind parent? When animals suf-
fer, are in fear, or bunger, they utter
pitiful cries. These are tho prayers
which they address to God, and He
bows down s listening ear. Should
man, then, alone of ereation, be
the only being whose voice reaches the
ear of his Creator? Over the plains
sometimes' passes a violent hot wind,
and the withered branches of the

B e s s el e o

thotr own salvation in ways that injure
others, but obvious antagonism to
the whole of Christisn teaching

_HV_I_Q‘IV. m’
Tare 5

o T

“I.lhﬁ“ ﬁﬂm%m{ﬂﬂl

at
e " S aie meal, altyag
2o % B Blrore R SR

not so nlce as that to which he had
be Mra.

10 Bl Chish Be {o to the theater,
to m ml"ht
one of the little mm'noha snid was
hers, while she took a walk. The little
boy was quite tired, so he thanked the
woman and looked around to sce
where was the bed on which he should
Thote was none in the room
(which waa hard
sized cl{oset :al:‘:hl a
on a pile o one corner an
o - How he

Hor eyos are binck and

® Tiko Allos a0l

1 really think—aht
r

fast

was in dreamland he did not know,
but he swldenly awoke to find the
ted up, and s queer
lady dressed in scarlet and blue, stand-
in front of a little lookin
something on her chee
eorgie uttered »-

woman turned and

Mrs. Brown
* Now, be quick Georgle,” she sald,
;lt is half past seven and you must be

dressing-room ligh

tened cry the

Ili mlu ll& behind;
you down
land

WANTED TO ACT.
A Little Boy's Stage Experlonce and How

Georgie Howard was a little boy
soven years old, who lived in the great
city of Chicago.

One afterncon Mr. Howard pur-
chased o ticket of admission so that
Georgie might go to the pantomime;
but he told the little boy to come home
immediately after the performance,
and not want to talk to any one.
Georgle promised to do as he was told,
and away he went to tho thoater with
his futher, who left him at the door, re-
minding bim to come directly home

air of short
ltock‘ln';:.r white

white breeches,
l,mu:(! tied over one

nokot and sli
jshon!t}ar and ?lizi?i- the o
ta large pink sash.

L nombnpd. some of the red pow-
lioately rubbed on his cheeks,
and the little boy stood at one of the
ready to stop out with the other
when the stage manager should
mgction them to do so.

While all this was happening,

frightened because the
what had become of
antomine was over Mrs. Howard
watching for her
But he _&ld not come, and
his mother felt sorry
disobeyed his father
not feel anxions about
Howard came home from his office
and found that Georgie had not re.
ey sont one of the
servants to inquire about him at the
houses of tho nelghbors where he
often went to play.
rived, and the servant came back with
no trace of him. Mr, and Mrs. How-
ard became very much frightened
then, and, after swallowing a little
food, the former hurried out in search
He inquired concern
him of the puliceman he me
went to the statlon-house, lea
deseription of Georgle, so that in
licemen in the great
new he was lost, and

The theater was crowded with peo-
ple, and although it was the afternoon
rformance the entire building was
When the grand
lace Georgie was
and thought he

im until Mr.
ighted by gas,
formation %::k
feetly delighte
never seen any thing so
wondered who the little boys and girls
were who took the
cupids, and thought what a nice time
they must have, all dressed in bright
suze dresses, smiling and
, While the crowda
ﬁ:d withdelight and

partof fairies and ut tea time ar-

in the theater lau
clapped their han
Georgle Howard suddenly
wondered why he could not act on that
g lml‘ld :ulr bri
and laugh while the peop
him, besides making money all the
the rest of the
e up his min
So, after the
r the last time,
ple were going out of the
rigie made his way down to
the front of the house near the )
where the men sit who
nnd cornets and other m instru-
ments. One of these men sat ona
chair raised higher than tlie rest, and
waved o baton to keep the other musi-
| cians in time when
man was the only one remamingin the
place, so George w

an hour all the
elty of Chicago
were hunting for him.

Mr. Howard continued the search;
and at & few minutes after six o'clock
thought to go to the theater snd ask
if any one had seen which way his son
went when he left the buildin
afternoon. The evenin,
had begun when Mr.
the man who sold tickets in the box-
office about his boy. The tioket-soller
wanted to know what he looked like,
and, after Mr. Howard had described
orgle, Mmas-ﬁﬁst he was in

» AN akin
ge. ll'ltﬂlmﬂ lga
leader had used in the afternoon, told
the stage manager not to let Georgle
go on the stage, as his father hed
come for him. It was just at this
point that the little
appeared, but the s
r around to te
so that only three cup
acted that evéning.
The man who sold tickets dak
around back of the scenes
oward, who in a very few
moments was with
bound for home.
ard were so glad to see: their

unish as they lhonﬁm done,

curtain rolled down

oward asked

y played. This

“Please, sir, I want to act.”

“Want to act, do youP"' apswered
at bass voice, and
then he sat down on his chair eand
laughed very hard. Then he contin-
“What on earth put it into your
head that yon wanted to act?
viee is for you to go home and stay

the man in a

“But I don't want to—I want to
act," replied Goorgie.
*Do you really mean it,"" asked the
gle nodded his head in re-
ly, and the orchestra leader leaned
ard in his chair and lifted a little
rubber tube, on the end of which was | P
a bright, shining mouth-piece. He
whistled through this, an
Then he spoke
e tube, saying:
‘“Has the stage manager gone home

Somiebody evidently sald that he had

.Sﬂ;aludkld

and, as his mother ecarried
stairs to bed, Geo
guess I don't want

I'll stay at home after this.""—
W. B. Arnold, in N. Y. Tribune.

Bt $08 Yo M & REST AND HEALTH.
“Tell him there's a w A Few Words o1 Advice to Overworked
down here who wants to tread the BRI e,

histrionic boards snd gain the world's
ut down the tube, and,
rgie, sald;
stage-manager will be here
Georgie did not know who the
manager was, but ho waited for & mo-

ment, and a sharp-looking little man
s door mi‘d appeared

The use of rest—absolute rest--asa

P!
from beneat

rapid glance at Georgle
t:gnad xll-o the orchestra leader and

“Where'd you plok him up?"
“Nowbere; came h

simply resting, without any
cngl{ltbw Igiidﬂ , sive wil

_“Ever been n front of the lights?—

ou and yon can come with me."
door underneath




